CHAPTER   XXVI
CTEPHEN had not thought that the Indian
k3winter could be beautiful. He had had a revul-
sion from the country,, all its romance had turned
for him to sordidness, but now the land, flat and
green under limpid skies, filled him again with
delight.
He had been away, to Darjeeling, and beyond
Darjeeling to Phalut, and it seemed that in the cold
weather he had come back to a new place and a
new feeling. The strangeness had gone, it was
almost like home. The gardeners were bedding
out sweet-peas and lupins, snap-dragons, pansies,
candytuft and mignonette, the grass-cutter whirred
on the lawn and through the windows came the
filtered sunlight of an English summer. The sky
of baby blue had balloons and ribbons of clouds
on the maidan the grass was trimmed and rolled
for polo.
There were tennis parties, golf with late teas
by a fire, riding on Sunday mornings with brunch
at Tolly or Jodhpur sitting out in the sun to keep
warm; there was paper-chasing in the frosty dawn
of Friday mornings, and there were proper dances
at which one wore tails, and once again women
were seen in gloves and stockings* The very
thought of the hot weather was gone, he would not
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